CHAPTER VII.

AT the Villa Valsovano, near Leghorn, Shelley strove-
to forget his grief and check his spiritual despond-
ency in the composition of poetry in a direction as yet
untried by him. It is to Mary that we owe gratitude for
having persuaded her husband that he had underrated
his powers as a dramatic poet, and that he should,
attempt some adequate performance on an impres-
sive theme. Perceiving how his imagination had been,
affected by the story of Beatrice Cenci, whose supposed
portrait in the Palazzo Barberini at Rome had haunted,
him ever since he had seen it, she suggested that he
should attempt a drama on the strange and tragic history
of the evil Count Cenci. At that time the real facts.
thereof were unknown, and what Shelley had to work
upon were legends fascinating and terrible, but distorted
by romance and added horrors. The theme took entire-
possession of him; and the sombre, magnificent, repel-
lent, fascinating, and, in modern times, unsurpassed,
drama of "The Cenci" was begun and finished at the-
villa near the busy Tuscan seaport.

It is impossible to quote with any satisfaction from
either "The Cenci" or the ''Prometheus Unbound3';,
the spirit and majestic beauty of productions so perfect.to a friend, ** it is a
